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His GRACE 


JAM E 8 


Duke of Chandos. 


May it pleaſe Tour Grace; 
HE following Sheets, 

which I have impo- 
tently dard to inſcribe 
You, were wholly out of 
the ſincere Value and Reſpect 
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iv The Dedication- 

which I ever retain d for You. 
Jam not 10 vain as to ima- 
gfe, that any thing which 
ther take away from Your 
Great eſtabliſhed Character. 
But ſince Impotence (the Siſ- 
ter of Folly) has embolden d 
me to inſcribe to You the 
early Fruits of a rafh un- 
fledgd Muſe; I hope the Pa- 
tronage of my Mecænas, not 
the Authors Works, will be 
a ſufficient Defence againſt all 
malicious ilt-natur'd People. 
To ſpeak much in Your 
Praiſe (as moſt Dedications 
commonly do) I ſhall deſiſt 
from, knowing it needleſs, 
when tis addreſſed to one 


who has ſo univerſal a Cha- 
racter 


The Dedication. V 


racer for all that's good, com- 
endabte, and praife: WOr- 
y. I thall therefore tie 
You no longer with any 

liſh Preamble, (for I am Abc 
ſpeaking ſo much to the Duke 
as the Scholar) but only beg 
on my youthful Knees, that 
' You will accept the Poetical 
firſt Eſſays of him, who is, 
and ever deſires to be; with 
the greateſt, ſincereſt, and 
humbleſt Reſpect, 2 


Yo UR GRACEss 
Moſt Devoted, and 
Mott Obedient, 
Humble Serv , 


E. P. RICH. 


HE few following POE ms, 
r which I am ſo bold to own, 
were written, moſt of them, 
this laſt Summer. Some of 
them were compoſed at a Country- 
Village, called Cerne), a little Place 
in Glouceſter ſhire, near Cirenceſter ; o- 
thers were made ſince I have been in; 
London, which has been about a 
Month. I ſhall inform you, that are 
Strangers to me (for thoſe that ever 
knew me, there will be no manner of 
Occaſion) | 


The Preface, vii 


| Occaſion) what a grear Reſpect J al- 
| ways had for the Muſes, but was al- 


ways afraid of not meeting with an 


| equal Return. I was ſeldom ever 


happy, but when I was either reading 


| or icribbling Verſes; nor could m 


Friends give me a 2 Uneaſineſs 
than when they perſuaded me to de- 


| fiſt from it: For I kneu that one, who 

had ſo great an earning after the dear 
tuneful Maids, and ſo early an Incli- 
nation to _ them company; would 


not be refuſed, when ſo heartily de- 
ſired, their dear, happy, bleſſed maſt 
cal Acquaintance. I thall fay nothing 


| in defence of the following Poems, but 


do ſincerely affirm, that you have 


| them juſt as they were compoſed, 
| rough, uncorrected, unadorned : not 
| but I put them into the hands of ſome 
| ingenious Judges (thoſe that I knew 


would not flatter me) and bid them 


| give me their ſharpeſt and moſt ſin- 
cere Judgment of them. Whether 


they were un willing to commence Flat- 


_ Xx ho Preface. * 


tery, or Whether they thought it too 
much pains to blot them out, by giv- 
ing them their due Correction, Im nor 
| Judge: But ſuch as they are, they now 
i come to your Peruſal, and the Author 
[ hopes as he is young, you will nor 
| expect ſuch ; prodigious Matters from 
1 him. If you uſe Fm welt now, you' | |} 
ſhall uſe him another time; and as 
he adyances in Years, he hopes to ad- 
1 vance in Judgment, and in your Opi- 
n nion. But, in che mean time, - ACCEPT: | 
l my young Labours, and uſe them as 
tenderly as you would your Miſtreſ- 
ſes, and they as kindly as their dear ww. 
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10 STREPHON, on his 
POEMS. 


2 8 AY te what unknown Power, bold Youth, We We 
by That 2 ord of rapid Fire, thy Veiſes gar; ; 
2 wond'rous Heats, no Muſe e er yet inſpit d. 


Nor could * be by Learnings Force acquir d. 
By ſtrange untrodden Paths you { Pra iſe purſue, 


And tow'r to Heights Apollo never leu 
But ſtay 


what need Jou other Aid imphre, | 
By your own Fancy s Wi ing alme or har 5 
Above the Rules which wiilgar Peet guide, 
The Cracks 52 Rage ti thou ma — Aid, | 
CorreFtion's Sram does fam beneath thee glide. © © 
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Thy boundleſs Genius, unconfin d and free, Reac 
Deze e aus ul Rudiments Z | His , 
Like Phaeton. mounts the Chari of the Sun, | Peru 
"And but by too much Zeal canſt be undone. | | Tou“ 
E LIZ A. | Suh 
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To my worthy Friend E. P. R. off 


on * Excellent OR GH 
NAL Poems. TM = 


Coul, 

* 1-7 you Britiſh Sons ! the Poet's come, 1 | N 
90 © 0 The deſtin d Poet to reverſe your Doom: | Nay 
The foreign Nations, with a ſeoreful Smile, | | Heg 
Term us dull De, Hence « our mourping e. | 10% 
Has loſt the Great Immortal Addiſon, 3 | | Jou | 
2 Light illumin d al from Thames to Don“ of 3 
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* Don, a River is America; bat any other Riter would hace 4 E 
fer a, only for Rhyme ſake, the Poet's Rudder, 
Read, | 
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Read, read you Criticks, cenſure, if jou dare, 
His fingle Pen ſhall write you to Deſpair. 

Peruſe his Writing calmly, if you can, 

You'll find none ſuch, from Thule to Japan: 


Such Force of Numbers, aud ſuch lively Thought, 
You'll ſay, tho far it's fetch'd, not dear it's bought. © > 


Far diſtant Ages f muſt, I'm ſure, | admire 
A Peet with ſuch juſt Poetick Fire. 
The famous Coryat, the great Traveller, 
That footed half the World in half a Tear, 


Could never travel as our Author writes, 


(Who ſcribbles all his Days, and all his. Nights ;) .. - 


He often writes his Verſes in his Sleep. 


O ſad! O ſad! dear Togth, ſuſpend your Muſe, 


Tou hurry ſo, you'll wear out all her Shoes, | 


S 


1 Favourite Wordg of the Author, 
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Aud mo Trauſlator here on Earth can mend them, 
Unleſs with Force Fucy you'll befriend *tht + 
Then bore and ſtitch, her Shoes you need wot fear, 
They'll cobble fo, to luſt you all the Tear. 


| But hold, my Muſe! theſe Lines to fume may bear 


(That know you not) # hamering Character: 
Therefore no more of that, I now declare 

To all the World, your Welfare is my Care. 
May your Francelia find - your Graces out, 


Which, tho they're numerous, ſome may - juſtly doubt. 


But what of that? your Lines will make it plain, 
There's none er wrote like you, or ever will Kun 
Tho every Age. ſome Poets give, 'tir true, 

Yet twenty Ages gave us none like you pau 

This to my Comfort I ſhall ever keep, © 
While you are read; - my Mem'ry will not ſite ; 


But be à laſting Monument to mea 


As all thy Writings will be ſo to thee. + + 
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F 
Moſt humbly Addreſs'd to the | 


X- as 


Great Duke of CH a NDO A 


2 SHE Duke, from . Lineage come, 
— . The Duke by Merit greater is become; 
My Duke, my Honour, Glory, and my 


Guard, 
Hear what pleaſe others, what moſt takes the Bard. 
Some, Greateſt Sir, delight to ſee a Race, 
And yiew the Horſes run their deſtin'd Chace; 
B Delight 
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2 POE MS on 


Delight, when over, for to take the Plate, 


And, When they 10 loſe, to break the Rider's D 


Another likes a Country Squire's Name, 


And with good Beer and Beef oft gets him Fame ; 


The Squire, who Keligkrs to take his Roitirids,” 
And follows early his dear Hawks and Hounds, 
Forgets his Wife's poor warm forſaken Arms, 
And, fie for ſhame ! prefers his Joler's Charms. 
The Merchant leaves his FEY at home, 
And with his gilded Hopes: o'er Seas will roam, 


will tempt a thouſand Dangers for the Ore, 
'That curſed Idol which old Folks adore. 


The Red Lac'd-Coats ſome valiant Men delight, 
And Drums and Trumpets Parents dear afeight ; 
Leſt Father, Brother, Husband ſhould 8 cn, 
Or youngeſt Son fall nobly on the Plain. 

Me Laurel lifts in view of glorious God, 


When Muſes ſnatch me from the gaping Mob; 


When 


When 
| Anda 
I'm tr 
And ſ 
I'll bo 
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ſeveral Occafions., 3 


When I'm alone in my dear Country Field, 
And all the Country all Diverſions yield; 
I'm trebly bleſs d, and if you'll read my Lays, 


And ſay you like, if you'll not give them Praiſe, 
I'll bound, I'll ſpring; I'll knock the weaken d Pole, 
I'Il knock ſo hard, I'll ſtrike thro, it a Hole. 


A LETTER to my Coufun- 
| at the. Univerſ ity of D 
in Flanders. 


Th ® x 
, * 10. 


ILL that dear Couſin loſe a little time, 


- 


AE (Who long s been abſent in another Clime) 


In reading my ſinere and artleſs Rhyme ? 
Ny Muſe her Maſter's wiſh'd-for Place ſupplies, : | 
And with quick happy Steps of Love ſhe flies. 


hen] | B 2 To 


To tell you how I earn to ſee once more 
Your joyful Preſence on your native Shore; 
Where we (thrice happy) ſpent our Infant-Days 
In young Diverſions, and becoming Plays : 


But Fortune, for to ſhew her Cruelty, 


Not long permitted our ſweet Company ; 
But caus'd thy little ſelf to plough the Main, 
vital bare thy Loſe, Abahlan -d, I coppliin: 
Thrice glorious Sol his annual Courſe had run, 


And twelve times thrice thꝰopacous Moon did burn 


With Bluſhes, not her own, e er I could hear 
One word of you, which roſe ſuch panick Fear, 
That you Was bury d in a watry Grave, 

Or of ſome Savage did for Mercy crave, 

(Mercy, unknown to chem) or elſe was led 

By ſome dire Monſter bleedin g tothe Dead. 

Such black Ideas trembled in my Mind, + 

And none but ſuch my _ Thoughts a find, 
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ſeveral Occaſions. 


Till your kind Brother came again to ſee 1 570 5 
His old Acquaintance, and, amongſt them, me: 2 
Twas then the happy Tidings firſt-L knew, p. 
That Health and Safety were enjoy d by you; 
That you now liv d at Doway's learned Seat, 
Thrice ſacred Douay ! where the Muſes meet! 


Where Myrtle-Shades invite to pleaſing Reſt, 


And Love and Wine conſpire to warm the Breaſt; 


Where Orange-Trees in bluſhing Rows appear, . 
And double Harveſt crowns the yellow Year, 

Oh ! that enough ſuch Bleſſings I could praiſe, 
(Worthy of Addiſon's, or Virgils Lays) 


For I but leſſen what I ought'to raiſe. 
Now hear, leſs-pleaſing, how my Time I've ſpent, © 
The long, long time, ſince you from me was ſent: 
From Country- School, with joyful ſpeed, came 5 
To Oxford, which ſtill lays the greateſt Claim = | 
'To Learning, tho to ſome a hateful Name, l 


Where 
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6: POEMS n 


Where ſprightly Youths from different Parts retreat, 


To taſte the Pleaſures of the Muſes? Seat; 
The Muſes which one goodly * Structure grace, 
And give a Luſtre to the ſhining Place. 

Calliope, in figur'd Dreſs, appears, 

And Clio ſtill keeps new the worn-out Years ; 
Next Erato, which fings the Lover's Fate, 

With brisk Thalia, of a pleaſing Gait; 
Terpfichore there nods her well-tim'd Head, 
While tragick Mel. does ſeem to mourn in Lead; 
Emerpia there wears Logick's crabbed Brow, 
And what's forgot, Polynnia tells us now; 
Uan a laſt in glorious Figure ſhines, 

Tho not ſo bright as in Great Milton's Lines. 

A Theater next meets th' admiring Eye, 


Which riſes by the help of Geometry. 
\ 


1 


*** 
— * 
" * . * 0 


x F1 ; 
$4.< 7 Been c 
- 3431.3 1 1 — 


< n. 
J The Printing-Houſe. 
- eSOUSFS SUSIE £ 


«1% IF 


He! 


— 
— 


| Fine Gardens there delicious Proſpects yield, 


And all around is one Poetick Field. 


ſeveral Occafions. 7 


\ 


Here neat-built Schools a handſome Court ſurround,' 
Where every Term ſweet Diſputations ſound :-:--' 7 
There a Muſzum wond'rous Sights unfold, 

Which ſcarce you'd credit, if not gravely told. 


On every Side ſome College does amar ec 


And with dumb Silence tells its Founder's Praiſe : 


ay 


Such is the Place, tis here I ſpend my Days - | 


In chopping Logick, or in chanting Lays: 
Or elle to Cerney's rural Shades retie. 


And there in quiet ſtring my gentle Lyre; - 
Where ſmooth-pac'd * Churn in wild Meanders flows,. 
Adds to my Thoughts, and murmurs as it goes. 
If Prayers or Wiſhes any thing prevail, 8 
You will e'er long, I'm ſure, you will ſer Sail, 
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* Churn, a River in Glouceſterſhire. 
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To come for England, that dear happy Coaſt, 
Where you've tos long to all your Friends been loſt. 
Then ſmooth, ye Zephyrs, ſmooth the troubled Deep, 


1 PO E MS n 


And, whilſt he comes, ye diſmal 'Tempeſts ſleep; p 


Let nothing fright him, or diſturb his wa,, | 
But in ſoſt Sounds let melting Muſick play. 

My Prayers are heard, for Neptune takes his Rod, 
ZEolus confeſſes th® obliging Gad, 

And Jove does give the kind conſenting Nod. 


When you're rerurned in Safety ro my Sear, 

On that bleſs d Day a Feſtival P11 keep; 

Tis then each Moment ſhall be wing' d with Joy, 
And 1 will wreathra Garland for my Boy, 

Pick d from the choiceſt Flowers of the Field, 

Or from the beſt which richer Gardens yield; 
Then you ſhall roaſt your charming Fair in Wine, 


And wiſh her Health, and dear Francelia's mine, 


Then 


+4 


ſeveral Octafions. © 


Thenmix'd, with ſpotleſs Nymphs, we U trip the Plain; 
: Where ehen ns will wiſh you ber ber Sou; : 

„ bi The Lining g s Crojvds i po four renne x 
hy M Maſe i i oo fo, 1 Das, may 


Bur, firſt, I fear that T have weary'd you 3. 4 
Once more, farewel, for it ishurd to part New 


rr 
Wich one fo1 near related to my Heart. X 


. * * 


0 N , 1 1 * 
Dated from Cerney, rere &z SEW: #; 


June 17. 1720. 
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Tfreenth C Eaves” of Exo. rde 
us paraphras d to the 20th po- 
Verſe. Attempted in the: 
Miltonian Vile, Wet. [Thy 


Aug. 22. 1720. 5 | nto 

WROSES this Song with 1/-ae!'s Children ſang, | _ 

8 The Lord, ſaid he, I'll ling, for Oh ! how great! EY 

How glorious was s his "Triumph ! when the Horſe oo 
Ahd Rider both were hurl'd into the Sea! | 

The Lord's my Strength, my Rock, and my Defence, 5 

My Song, and my Salvation i is become; Tox 

= God he is (and for him I'll prepare 
I + An Stoc 


ſeveral Octafions. II 


n Habitation) and my Father's Gd. 
im I'll 5 8 Thie Lord's à Man of War, 7 | 
he Lord's ins Fm The Chariot and che kla 


28 


Of Pharaoh Jak oy caſt into tlie Deep: Becht reg Ti | 


Und his Site Captains in Red. xa are loſt. 
O- R he Deep has edvered them, like Stone, Lon | 
7 55 Down, down tl bottom funk (if end there _ 


he. lorious in n Power 18 chy Right become, 


2d! hy right Hand, Lord; O Lord, hath daſh'd'thy Foes 
Into ten thouſand thoufgid Pieces, Atoms, Duſt ; 


And, in the Gredtiell of thy Excellence, : 


- Thou the Aüdscious haſt o erthrown, undone, 

wa | Who dar d. with untaught Pride. againſt has wi! © 
Thou ſenteſt forth thy Wrath, which, hot as Fre, 
|Conſum'd, and burnt them, Stubble-like, ſs quick. 

8 thy Noſtrils Blaſt the Waters ſtrait 
Together gather d were; the Flood, upright | 
Stood as an Heap, and Depths congealed were 
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Juſt in the Centre of the Sea. Purſue 
I will, I will gfertake, Lil} divide 


The Spoil, fwd the erjumphing Foe, my Laſt 
On them ſhall have its Fill; my Sword I'll draw, 


My Hand ſhall them deſtroy. Thou, with thy Wind, 
Didſt blow, the Sea them cover'd, and, like Lead, 
Down into mighty Waters pmg d. drop'd down. 
What Heathen God to thee, OLord, is like ? 

Who, like thee, glorious in true Holineſs? 4 

Fearful in Praiſes, doing Wonders all; £5 


Thou didſt but moye thyArm andEarch them Malo dz 


Thou thy Redeem'd in Mercy haſt led forth, 


And with thy Srength baſk brought them ro chy Seat. 


Hear the People ſhall, but fearleſs ſhall not hear : 
On Paleſtive's Dwellers Sorrow ſhall take hold. 

| , Ks. 
Then Edem's Dukes ſhall be amaz'd; fell Men 


| Of Moab ſhall ſeize xl their trembling Hoſt, 


And thoſe that live at. Conga elt away. 


* 
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Fear 


ar 


7 rue er thy People paſs till o 'er, 0 Lord, 
1 They pals; whom chou haſt greatly pct. 
1 Theu'in ſhalt bring them, and in . — 2 


ſeveral Qccafions. 


Fear and Dread on them ſhall fall, and thy Arm 


IM gry thall make chem ftand bade n. 


Of thy Inheritance, and in the * | 4 g 
| O Lord, which thou haſt made for thee | to dwell, 
I The Sanctuary which thy Hands have made, 
4 The e Lord ſhall eber, and 105 even. "Voigh 5" \\ 


| For Pharaul's Chariot, Horſemen, and his Horſ S - 
15 


In Sea the Lord o 'erwhelm'd ; ; but, on dry Land, 
Thoſe ſprung from Mert through. che midſt went 2 2 


480 4 wy 


On Madam Da AC 1 E K death. 


which: happend. on the Aur | 


thor s 0 Day, Auguſt . 


G N D is the gone | | what dreadful News| is this! 


2 


While I muſt aim to tell the Tragedy, 


Is gone, conducted by an Angel s Care, 
Thry all the gloomy Regions of the Air ; 
WO g 


I720. 


But beg thy Aid, O ſad Melpomene ! 
She who but late with. Homer could | find fault, 


200 '% ie TL: 


And on all wonder, til more Wonders wrought, 


The — a time, Vill envy you your Bliſs ; 


Bur 


4 4 


ur 


MNourn every Fair that lights Britannia's Plains, 
7 Join all your Chorus, all her Country Dames, 
| And tell it weeping to your lining Swains. 


ſeveral :Qccafidhs. 


15 


| But now is ſeated in th· Ehſian Grore, 1 0718 10 
| With thoſe that Verſes ſung, or dy d for Love 3 119 
I Where Slo, Dido, Philips," and the zeſt 
I Win bail, with ſpeechleſs Joys, heir new-come Gueſt. 
What Galian Dame Will now the. Crans fire, b 
f Kindle afreſh, and ſtring her charming Lyre 3; nge 
„ When ſhe (great Woman!) leaves us thus alone, f 
Her Loſs, her Abſence, and her Fate to moaru f +1! 
Oh! that the Glorious Pope would lift his Lays; «77 
And give his Siſter but her proper Praiſe: - - '; 1-177 


1 41 101 
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Then JVindſor-Foreſt tragiel Notes would ſound, „ 
And Oakly Woods in mournful Symphonys rebound. 


Learn now from her no more to raiſe your Pride, 


But learn with me to lay vain Thoughts aſide ; 


For 
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For know that Bert) s not your only Cate, 

But Learning mdy ſometimes becon N A | 
For if more Women weld in Arts __ * 
det, mot to Pal yield By 1 rigit; #66 N 
And thetf y'& pleaſe by Day as well us Night. 

Feign would my Tongue grow” wanton; while 1 told | 
Her every Grice, and my pert Muſe grow bod; |} 4 
But dheck'd, I leiive her to her Brother Ehe. 
Who beſt can teach us how to bear the oke 
When the reſfſtieſs cruel Fates decren 
To rob us of a Sex, by taking rhee. 


ſeveral'Otcaſions. 17 


A Poetical Eſſay,” moſt humbly 

* adareſsd to the truly Reli- 
Ciour Lady How ; on her 
Seat at Compton in Glou- 
ceſterthire. 


XN HAT pleaſant Muſe ſhall L invoke to fing 
A Place where always there remains a Spring? 


What Muſe ſufficient. can inſpire my Lays, 
And give ſweet Compton but its proper Praiſe ? 
Soon as from Parlour neat we bend our way, 
And o'er a Bridge thro ſmootheſt Gravel ſtrap, 
D Bacchus 
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Bacchus firſt meets the Eye, forth pouring Wine, 
Clear Water (ſuch as Adam drank) then fine, 
Tho now in gilded Palaces contemn'd, 

And no good Verſes but by Wine are penn'd ; 
So Horace ſung, yet Horace ſure may lye, 

For Verſes very good, and very high, 

Were wrote by thoſe whoſe Hearts did only pant 
After the grateful, bang Plant, 

Which Philips ( happy Bard!) ſo ſweetly ſung, 
Or England's Nectar, which from Ceres ſprung. 
But wave the Image, and now caſt your Eye, 
Where Sylvan Scenes and pleaſing Proſpects lie; 
There timorous Deer the Hunter's Muſick dread, 
And purling Streams | there roll in watry Bed: 
Here Orange-Trees a red'ning Shade diffuſe, 
And Myrtles there invite the raviſh'd Muſe : 


* The Park. 
+ The Ponds, 


* — 


Tho, 


19 
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| ho, Addy ſays, they'll ſtarve in Northern Land, 
$ et ſure they'll live and thrive by your fair Hand: 


Dne beauteous Corner * of this Garden lies 

ittle inferiour to firſt Paradiſe : 

| here gay Carnations in ſuch order riſe, 

That Flora bluſhes, Flora hides her Eyes, 

| And yields to you, with DI Hands, the Prize. 
, here you, good Lady, innocently rove, 
And think of nothing but Sir Richard's Love. 

Not ſo the Court: O different far from that 

or they of others, not thaie own, mult chat. 
Pardon me, Madam, for my tedious Lays, 


; Burt know I cannot, tho I feign would praiſe 


A Seat as lovely, and a Theme as good | 
As Eve, when on dear Eden's Plains ſhe ſood, 


— 5 
* A 


ä * My Lady's Garden. 


D 2 The 


. 


SFE 


E35 
17 
[18 
: 4 
: 1 
f 
2 
- 
4 


Wee Of ene 
— a 


to the Author of the Laſt) 


Guinea. 


And think it worthy of immortal Lays ; 
You that are more in Pocket, if not Verſe, 
May thank your Stars, and bleſs that you re no worle. 
For hear what happen'd to me on the Road, 
"Tis but by way of ſimple Epiſode ; 
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Juſt one revolving Sun has bluſh'd his Way, 


And now this Autumn does return the Day; 


„ 


7 he Laſt Penny, humbly in ſcri bed | | 


TE Shilling Philips (ſplendid Bard!) could praiſe, 1 


When 


N. 
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When I, for fake of Curioſity,  , 

] Did go the learned Cambridge to elpy 3 33 
f The Muſes happy Seat, and more tis thine, 
10 GE0RGE, ber naughty Rebels are in mine, 
In Oxford, you are told, which, Oh! I love, 

| And will for ever, ſo will they above. oy 
| Come, be not partial, but tell the Story, «1194 
Which nigh had been a diſmal Tragedy. 


; When from the favour'd Cambridge I return'd, 


n 


And with the Flame of Bentley's Praiſe I burn'd, 


As Fate would have it, on a needy Day, 

A goodly Prieſt perchance did paſs that Way, 
And found me at a diſmal Turnpike ſad, 

With not one Penny for to paſs, by G— 

He paid my Fare, and, with his good Advice, 
Bid me for ever Helicon deſpiſe. ig "IM 


y-. Ware 
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Wave the good- natur d Prieſt, and now, Bard, ſay, * | Tu bi 


Which of us two is happieſt by the way, ; Can « 
He that a Guinea has, or he that s nought to pay. IIf fh 
Oh ! that a Guinea always I could have, Nor 
And that's enough to ſave me from the Grave, N Wou 


Till Fate ſhall call, nay Fate will ſtay a while, 
For curſed Gold will every thing beguile. 
Smooth then the gilded Motion of your Breaſt, 


Be richly pleas d, and leave to Heav'n the reſt. 


If every Poet had as much as you, 


The common Saying would not long be true ; ind 
We ſhould not then be South-Sea's Upſtarts Sport, de 


But drink, as well as they, for 'twice ten Nights, ſome 
Port. 


If the good Gods will give me ſo much Wine, 
As will each Day but raiſe a happy Rhyme, 


And make it like the Northern Poets ſhine ; 


Fl 
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I' be content; and dear Francelia more 

; Can only add, and bleſs my wiſh'd-for Store. 

lk the'd be kind, no Southern Golden Sea, 

Nor all its Ladies, when compar d with thee, ; : 
Would charm R 1. Ah! you took my Infant Heart, 


N And, Oh! you've flung a new more noble Dart, — 7 


Which flies triumphing thro each; yielding Part 
1 f all, which in this happy Deep are drown d. 


8 


Duke CranDos like, were generouſly bound 


ofeed the Hungry, clothe the naked Soul, 


And make his Name reſound from Pole to Pole ; | 
'd envy not your Pride, but wiſh you more, 


And only beg to die divinely poor. 


ö 
ö NN 
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On 


” . - > hn — — — 
* — © - — 
= Te = WE fl 5 3 <4, ont Poe 
I : — * Þ * 7 


On my firſt meeting with Fr ran. 


| Jr me 


celia at Iſtleworth. 


0 At the firſt meeting of the Maid, 
Did o'er my raviſh'd Soul ſo ſweetly move, 
Not more, tho Heaven's Choir had play'd. 


"T'was o'er the Thames that we did row our way, 
E'er I could gain my Haven's Reſt ; 

And on thoſe ſnowy Banks for ever play, 
For, Oh! the Harbour is your Breaſt, 


A 


FF UC H 10 ſuch Extaſy, fuch wond'rous Love, But, 


V 
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I landed at thoſe good thrice-happy Stairs, 


And found her bluſhing as the Morn ; | 
In Morning early diligent at Prayers, | 
.And Virtue does the Sex adorn. — 
im ) 


I met her with a Veſtal's chaſte Salute, 
And on her eagerly did look; 


ve, . But, Oh ! why ſhould I tell you? I Was mute, 
When every yielding Senſe ſhe took. 


1 Not Father Adam, T'il be bold to lay; 
| When firſt from happy Dreams return d; 
And by his charming new-found Eve did lay, 
: With half ſuch heavenly Ardour burn'd. 
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On ſeeing Francelia's Picture 
in her Abſence. 


rn full Reſolve I came to ſee rn, 1. 


25 


* 


S Whether u Pentil's Art could be An 


Sufficient for to paint a Fair, | T 
Which does all Graces always wear. 

I came, and found that it had done 

All that the niceſt Art had ſpun ; 

But all that in it I could fee, 

Were but Reflections of the Deity. 

1 then began to gaze, to | ſearch, admire, 


And as with fatal Steps! ſtill came nigher, 


Nighei 
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Niger the welcome Ruin did appear, 
And ſtruck me ver with Wonder and wick Fear. 
Tri on ber oy Breaks I funk aw, ; 
Aud wiſh'd, tho but on Paint, there __— to ag 
7 On Neek, Lips, »Noſe, and Mouth then dwelt a 2 
And fed delicious on the F ood of Smile *. 

2 But laſt, and what went nearer to my Heart, 


3 I met her Eyes, which fent ſo fierce a Dart, 


r P- O40 


That run, and hifs'd throevery boiling Vein, 
And robs me of my Life, and ends my Strain. 
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* A Smile from a Miſtreſs i is 8 a Dinner to 1 asa Piece 
of boiled Beef and Carrots. 


On 
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On hearing Francelia fing. 
8 8 LL that we know of thoſe who 8 | 


HE? Is that they're always merry, and they love : 
Now that you ſing as ſweet as any there, 


| 
| 


Is not partial, my dear harmonious Fair: 


Nay, credit me, each Angel learns from you ; 


For you ſing better, give to all their Due. 

Now who'd be long without the other Part, 

But freely give him yours, as he gives you his Heart. 
For can you give it to a kinder Swain, 


Who long's been conſtant, and will {till remain ? 


4 
If you'd but do it, all will juſtly ſay, 
She's fit for Heaven long long before her Day. 


* 


"I 


On | 
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on her Ai; me he i df 
ing her Orders. 


22 LEE AN Anger dwell in ſucha heavenly Mind 2 
3 CZ 

=: 

5 
o; tho your Frowns did ſay, No more dare come, 


Or can a Goddeſs be too ſmoothly kind? 


Net kinder Smiles did alter ſure my Doom. 
¶ therefore ventur'd, came a ſecond time, 


| ho ſure to fall, yet was reſolv'd to climb. 
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The WISH. 
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that good God would grant me my Deſire, 
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Rl And then indeed no more I would require; 7. 0 


'This.is:the happy All from you I ask, E 
b 
And you will hear me when I beg my Task. 4 


Grant me the worthy charming Fair I love, 


And then I'd envy only thoſe above ; 


8 
Next let me keep my rural pretty Seat, + 2 
0 3 f 
From noiſy Town a Summer's calm Retreat; — 
15 | F 
| And if in Winter ſhe'd to 'Town repair, 1 
Th 


I'd keep her Company for all *twas there *. | 
Then laſt, but what would ſooneſt bleſs my With, For 


And ſooneſt bring me to eternal Bliſs ; 


— = Gs Frie; 


N. B. The Author is ſubje# to the Head- ach, and cannct bear the 
1d, 


Town. 
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Vd live fo happy here with her below, 


hat Innocence and Love we'd: only know; CEE > 
N And if the Fates could cruelly us ſever, 


D uſt as we liv'd, we'd bravely d die rogerher 
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2 o my Friends *, for their Ad. 


vice to me not to write Ver- 


ſes. 


| e "mob pray no more Parnaſſus' baren Ground, 
| 7 — Still 1 in T my Ears ungrateful Voices ſound ; 


Delight no more in Pindar s lor Shade, 
| For Beggars and for Madnen onh made. | 

Thus they advig'd, bur all they ſaid was rain, | | 
For could I check a Muſe, tho e'er Y feign, 


1 
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1 * Let all the World Junge whether the Author ſhould call them 
EZ Friends. 
ear the, 
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Which 
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Which whiſper'd ſoftly to a willing Ear, 
And bid me, (though diſhearten'd) never fear, · 
But that ſhe'd ſhew me far more happy Times, 


(Whichſtill ſhould bleſs the Man that lov*d her Rhymes z | 


Far happier Days than üben eber could know, 
For hers were heavenly, theirs were all below. 
Lead where you pleaſe, I'll follow where you lead, | 
1 love ſo well, for you I'd ſtarve, I 4 bleed. | 
Be gone, rich Thought, you ſhan't diſturb my Mind, 1 | 
T hate you all when ſhe will prove but kind; I i 
II ſhe will till prove conſtant to her Friend, 

And ſome dear Thoughts in Whiſpers neatly lend; 
Here T'll be trebly bleſs'd, and when 1 die, 

Tho I've not Thouſands, nor Ten 'Thouſands by, 


Yet with that pleaſure will I look on Death, 
As if in Kiſſes I muſt loſe my Breath. 


e 
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* mY 3 
* 


[7 „ Mrs. Anna-Maria Mor- 
daunt, on the Loſs of the 
Author of the Fair Circaſſian. 


F yet you've laid your ſable Weeds aſide, 

If yet your charming Azure Lights are dry'd ; 
If yet a moment you can lend an Ear, 

hile I lament his diſmal Exit, hear. 

- EArtend, poor Fair, while mournful Accents tell, 
How, lovely Maid, how much bewail'd he fell ; 

. Wy all bewail'd,” by none ſo much as you, 

For you lov'd better, you ſhall have your Due. 
In vain the Doctor, in his cold Receipts, 

The ſame dull Medicines o'er and o'er Tepeats ; 


To F He 
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| He chought that all mult loſe but vulgar Breath : 


— — - 
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Which ſcorch'd his Vitals, and deny'd him Reſt 2 


He O lightly treading of this earthly Bal, 


* 
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He knew not Love, he knew no amerous Death, 


But, Oh! miſtaken Man! didft thou not "FEY - 
What inward Sickneſs in his Heart did grow? 
What furious Flames were harbour d in his Breaſt, 


No more, he's gone he s gone too far for Call, 


And looks on naught, within its little Round, 


But her, who like his, none could e'er be found; ; Now 


She who ſurpaſs'd the Wiſeman's charming Fair, Aud 
Muſt without doubt be far beyond compare, | 

She muſt be Angel , or ſomething higher, 
If ſomething can be, Which could inſpire 

The Wiſeman's Rival; and command his Lyre. 

I've done, and wiſh, forſaken Maid, you'd go, 

And o'er his Grave each Night ſome Flowers ſtrew : 
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There weep a while, and when you're call'd to die, 
| er Dee. Fete Tee your" tony andy fr 7 Ro. 
_ be let this little Epitaph bentt—— | 
r this ſacred Ton lies conſtant Liners,” | 

25 Y rm Jonathan am Puriez Brothers s — - a 

| ho they did far exceed the 10 of Women, 
75 you have Fault enough but to believe him : 

| WTonathari fo ſung, that he could "mmf die 
| For Brother David, but perhaps he may he : 
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Nou, in good earneſt, my young Author” s gone, 
> And they that ſay he is not, does him wrong, 
Y 
( 
2 
ol F 2 


[ bel 


&S 


— — — - 2 ——— — - 
” 8 : 
Eg i. — os 
At on „* * * 3 — 2 — = * — 4 Wo, 5 
_ — 83 2 * OY ” a * 0 * - . 


_ : 4 _— — 
F 
. tb net 3+ 
* * 


<< 


— A+ 400 


o ——— - — . 
N 2 Narr 
r 
— 7: WW 
Pry . 3 6 
— 


—ͤ——ä—ö . f 2 
—— — A” > * 
2 — < 


— 
» —— 


—— 
, 


* — ———— ů ůE«— 
- A 3 = 2 
3 8 * 
2 . 1 _— > 
«7 


— 9 — ä —— 2 2 ou 
© 4 


= — — ͥ ͤ — —— — 
a fy.” 


On Mr. Pc OPE's excellent 


7 ranſlation of Homer. 


3 CUSE me, when I uſe thy ſacred Name, : 
Bll | And mile, what! I can dare to raiſe our Fame; f 


You who have long been out of vulgar Sight, 


And long above what any one can write, 

Look down, and hear me, while I ſing thy Praiſe, 
In well-meant Edays. though but humble Lays. 
Surpriz'd, I read our Engliſh Homer's Verſe, 

He makes his Heroes ſo heavenly rehearſe ; 

He gives his Heroines ſuch majeſtick Airs, 

That each the Graces of a Goddeſs wears. 


Great | 
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Grea t Man! who greateſt Bard tranſlates ſo well, f T 
And makes him in the Exgliſb Tongue excel; 


Makes him ſound louder than in native Greck, 


Rouzes, and —_— him, if he's dull or weak. | 
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4 To. 00 very ** Aingui ſbable Lat, 
* who chid me, for calling her 
a; 7ngenious Companion Toung. 


HAT! tho another Madam was call'd Young, 


The Scandal therefore can't on you be flung ; 


You are above Reproach, above Diſdain, 

And you to all that's dear at once lay claim: | 
Beauty, Wit, Goodneſs, Youth together meet 7 
In that bleſs'd Face, in that fair Paphian Seat. 
Come, think no more of my Iil-breeding pal, 

But let a curſed haſty Word not laſt. 


i %h Then 
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Then ell be Friends, and if you'll deigu to be val 
A better Philips, and Suppott to 
T'll prove a Cowky, lovely Maid, to thee. 


2899002992008 8888 2882892 990 


WRITERS ERS v: 


2000005005 98888886 3885 


7s Mrs MAN LEY, on ber Jr 
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CO "N D will you go? And can you leave a | 4 


N Where all are eager for your chaſte Embrace? | 2 
Where all are happy, while you pleaſe to ſtay, 4 
Bur ali undone, if you ſhould go away? E: 


Stay then, and pity each bemoaning Swain, 

And let them ſigh, but, Oh! not ſigh in vain; 
But if Reſolves can overcome our Prayers, 

And we are deflin'std be plung'd in Cares, 

Go, but, Oh ! ſtay, till Seas more ſmoothly glide, 


And on thoſe Seas refreſhing Zephyrs ride: 
111 | Stay, 


Ay, 


Pll make her know chat Poets corn Diſdain * 
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Stay, till the Spring returns with gay Atti re, 
Aud ill your Poet burns with new Deſire. 
Foxit the haughty Maid ſhould me defpiſe, 
hand {et too great a Value on her Eyes; 
IF me ſhould value Money more than Rhymes, 
And hold with thoſe that love the South-Sea Times; ; 


Tl crols the Seas, and hope that I ſhall find, N. 


If not ſo lovely, yet a Maid more kind. 
Tho now in Love I honourably burn, e 
If ſhe'll be cruel, Tl be ſo in turn: is 


And if ſhe once diſlikes a conſtane Swain, . 


Tho ſure to die, the never ſhall again. 
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An ODE, humbly inſcribed 1% 
my Uncle. 


= OME praiſe the Bath, or 7 nbridge happy | 13 X 
9's Walks, 


© Where Beauties croud, as Antuft — calls. 
Other delight 1 in Oxford's learned Sear, 
on Cambridge, Where the Muſes thee meet; ; 
* Oxford, Cambridge, Tunbridge, or the Bath, 
If I might ſpeak in Cerney's dear behalf, 


5 


Is better than them all, though all allow, 
That thoſe are far the prettieſt Places now: 


But if you chance to ſee my pretty Seat, 


I fear you'll envy my dear bleſs d Retreat: — 
| You'll 
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Vou'll like ſo well, that I'm afraid you'll buy 
All the Land that thereabout does lie, 


Nay, rob me of my own, and then I die. 
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Als ſeated in a Country, where the God *, 
\ C ij + 
| ESP? (Which makes all Nations tremble at his Nod) 


Reſides, and bleſſes all our happy Clime, 


* nd gives me, what I moſt deſire, Rhyme. 
Still give it me, and ſtill the Bard will thank 
ou more, than if you gave him England's Bank ; 
ho both the Indies were beſtow'd by you, 
o thoſe, for what he likes, he'd bid adieu. 
But wave the Goodneſs of the God, and ſay, 


In what ſweet Corner of the World, does lay 


. 
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me * There's an old Saying, As ſure as God's in Glouceſter ſhire, 
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And Nymphs as conſtant, grace the happy Plains: 


There where I have a pretty good Eſtate, 


If 


Your boaſted Seat, ſo far beyond the ret: | ; 18 
I now ſhall ſatisfy your ſtrong Requeſt. An 
On Curſuuoldl- Hi it ies; Where faithful Swains, 


The Plains, where Sheep do innocently rove, 
And Maids as harmleſs ſeek my fickle Love. 
On thoſe at fitſt I ſtrung my Infant Lyre ; 
'T'was there the God did firſt the Bard inſpire ; 


A Houſe not little, nor too greatly great; 


A Garden good enough to pleaſe my Mule, 


And to my Mind ſome pleaſing Thoughts infuſe ; 
And that's enough: nay, more, I've pretty Walks, 
And Churn hard by, which muſically talks. | 


I have a Spring, which to no Spring ſhall yield, 


Thro the long Windings of Great Britain's Field; 


A 


* Churn, #s «tas ſaid before, 2 River in Gloucefterſhire, 
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Aspring which (like my + Cane) does clearly flow, 
And ſoftly whiſpers o'er the Stones below. 
his ſure's enough to draw the diſtant Age, 


And make the dear Francelia leave her Cage, 


he Hive, the City, and come here to me, 


And ſee thoſe Pleaſures which I long to ſee, 


\nd, ſeeing, wiſh in char bleſs'd Place to A 
7 . S,. 
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LO E to STREPHON: A 
Poem ſent me by an unknown 
Lady, Septemb. 23. 1720. 
J a> 
222200 UR promis'd Voyage to our TER 
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EE 8 Makes Cloe often look about, 
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At th· Approach of Sculls and Oars, 
To find her lovely e out. 
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Each Boat ſurveys, with longing Looks, - 


As they row in cluſtring 'Throngs, 
Expecting Strephon and his Books 
Adapted for his Lover's Songs. 
III. 
But then, alas! the Landing- Place 
producing not my Love-ſick Swain, 
My Eyes are ſtill upon the Chace, 
And look for Strephon, but in vain : 
TV. - 
For he's forgot, and left behind, 
Or he torgets his faithful Maid . 
But ſure my Serephon's not unkind, 
To leave me till-a Bride I'm made. 
V. 
Here I did the Heavens implore, 
That the Gods might hear my Prayer ; 
And grant they may once more reſtore, 


My deareſt Srephon to his Fair, 


VI. 


Re 


Bu 


Or 


ſeveral Occaſions. 


VI. 


No ſooner ſaid, but ſo it was, 
As if the Gods decreed it ſo, 


That what I wiſh'd ſhould come to paſs, 
Whether Strephon would or no. 


VIL 
He ſtrait appear d, and I ſtood mute, 
Surpriz'd to ſee my Godlike Swain, 
Who, with a Veſtal's chaſte Salute, 
Declar'd, he'd ever mine remain : 
„ VIII. 
| Which he ſwore, by Heavens, was true, 
And (as a Proof of what he meant) 
Reſolv'd to have an Interview 
With Hymen, for his kind Conſent. 
IX. 
But my croſs Cruſt, and Strephon's Mother, 
Muſt firſt relent, and prove more kind; 
Or they'll be deem'd, both one and t'other, . 
The very worſt of Human Kind, | 
VI. | X. 
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X. 
For keeping us ſo long aſunder, 
When we ought to be but one; 
If henceforth our Joys they hinder, 
May Pluto claim them as his own. 
| XI. 
That fo, in ſpight of former Croſſes, 
My Strephon J may {till enjoy 3 
While others pine at South-Sea Loſſes, 
I'll grow RICH in my dear Boy. 
XIL 
Should Cruelty prevent my Bliſs, 
And keep me yet from Strephon's Arms; 
My Father ſure will grant me this, 
When depriv'd of Life and Charms; 
XIII. 
That he may undertake to lay 
My Body low in ſilent Earth, 
Without his Fee, or uſual Pay, 
(My Treaſure ending with my Breath.) 


ſeveral Occaſions. 


XIV. 
And as a kind paternal Favour, = — 


(Since my Portion is his own) 
T employ a ſmart Engraver 


To fix theſe words upon my Stone: 


Let every friendly Reader know, 
Who caſts his Eye upon this Tomb, 
That lovely Cloe, ſent from home, 
By her Father's ſpecial Care: 
Becauſe he low*d her leſs than Pelf, 
Unto the Gods he ſent the Fair, 


But kept the Rhino to himſelf. f 
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And 


To the fair Unknown Author of 
the foregoing ingenious Copy || + 
of Verſes ; wrote in half an | v 


Makes me believe, with reaſon,” you don't know 


* 


Hour after I received it. 
Banſal 
flow, 


nd tell me that my charming Maid is kind ; 


The fickle Humours of your Sex's Mind. 


5 HOE'ER you are, whoſe Lines ſo ſweetly 


II. 


ſeveral Octaſions, 4 


II. 

Oh! that ſñe wrote, as you would have writ - 
But, Oh ! 'ris not her Style her Hard; her Hawn 
But ſomething heavenly, which did impart. 


2 
And ſoftly whiſper d what you did indie. 
% 
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Be what it will, or who it will, your Praiſe, 
(If you will onlꝝ let me know your 8 


n 
Shall very oft adorn your Servane? O 1498, 


1 And 1 Win * your proper Fame“! 2 =>» 
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But when you told me ſuch a Maid muſt die 
Oh Gods the very Thought I could er eur 
ut, like a Madman, did L rave and fly, E: 
Aud ſwore, I'd never loſe my charming Fair. 
H V. Not 
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V. 
Not if he'd turn her from his lighted Door, 
And bid her ſee his angry. Face no more, 
Should never make me quit my dear Amour, 
Nor ever make me Sozth+Sea Gold adore. 
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: Ti 7 the Cri Hicks, : 


ivy; 9830 O that long ſnarling uſeteſ Tribe I write, / 
v7 ( Which youthful Authors too too often fright ; 


But me you ſhall not, you I d6 not fear, 

But I will proudly leaye'the nether Sphere: 

And if Great Pbpe;-ori Dennis, will approve | ' 
My humble Lays, and but the Author love 5 .. 
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ſeveral Occafions. 


Or few, like them, will like my hot _— 
In ſpite of others will I write all Day; 


Pl loll at Eaſe, and write whate'er I will, | 
Tun write fo oft, I'll give them all heir Fill: 
I'll give them room for Cenſure, but take care 


You hit my Errors to a ſingle Hair 6 8 z 7 
For if you don t, the Cenſure light on you, 55 4 
For Men impartial give to all their Due. I : 
Bur, right or wrong, if you will damn my Fame, * 
Whoe er you =o, bur only put your Name 3 3 WCAG 
Then, with Poetick Fury, will I bum : 
Turn Satiriſt and ſeribbs in my tun. 7 5 
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A Farewel 40 my Boo. 7 11 
O. lite ycti want fo quikly to be gone: 
If I might Wan e vou e 2 4 
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For Oh! alas! poor Hook you ſcarcely know 
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'Thro how many — Hands you * go: 
r m acme ity voy ui nioty 10 24851 20 


'Thro cruel Hence which thumb thee a 0 er r and oer, 
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Find many Faults, bur Kill look after more. 


hund Ii ol doirooT tg n 
Poor Book ! and 'muſt we ſadly part ſo ſoon, 


uf zen ni 5d. 15l bis 2 A 71362 NT 
Oh! that you may not have your law ful Doom [ 
Oh! that you might but meet with good Succeſs, 
Then with extatick Are 


Hug thee and take cer td ing Pede Breaſt, 
Fall with thee down, and fall to pleaſing Reſt, 


